
14 THE MONMAL

A wretched little figure crouched near the entrance 
way of St. John’s church. In one dirty little hand he 
clutched firmly an old rusty dime. That morning while 
performing one of his many tasks, in the dingy alley, he 
had found in the ash piles, a precious, much needed dime. 
Going down on his knees he dug the ashes away.

“ Maybe there is another dime here,”  he thought.
Slowly he stood up and raised his eyes until they rented 

on a patch of blue sky, the only bit of sky to be seen, for 
the alley was dark and narrow and the buildings seemed to 
meet far above him.

“ Just think of the things I can buy for a dime! Gan
dy, marbles, bread, or best of all a' beautiful white Easter 
lily for mother! Poor mother, perhaps she does not know 
it is Easter, for she has not been to church nor seen the lil
ies and heard the wonderful music.”

Joy expressed itself on every line of his little pinched 
face, even his little ragged figure seemed to expand with it.

He made his way as fast as he could go.until he stood 
before the great portals of the church. Silently he stole up 
the broad stone steps and with simple reverence,he removed 
his bit of a cap as he stood in the entrance.

Soon the strains of the anthem died away and the peo
ple filed out.

“ What good people they must b e ! Just see the beau
tiful dresses and hats! They look so kind and some of them 
are carrying fragrant lilies.”

When the last one had passed out, he tip-toed up the 
soft velvety aisle until he stood where he had never dared 
dream he would. Before him was the pure white altar 
decked with flowers of early spring and on it a shining cross. 
Above the altar was a magnificient stained glass window 
and in it was the image, of Jesus. In his hand he bore a 
palm leaf.

The little boy stood glued to the spot, as he gazed with 
uplifted face and firmly clasped hands into the face of the 
picture.

“ It is so sweet and kind! Mother has never seen a 
face like this. Who can it be? If mother could only see


